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'The man--nay, lad, he could hardly have seen more than seventeen winters--was ob- 
viously of peasant stock, though lively of wit, it seemed: his tunic was faded from much sun, and the lea- ther jerkin and shoes bore signs of careful mending. Sir George sniffed. "If you're a ~psy or some such like, you 11 find small welcome here," he de- clared. "And if you a.re seeking a petition, you must return toraorrow. The King's 
audience is almost ended for 
the day." 
"I would gladly state 
my business, lord, if you . 
will give me time to speak," said the lad with~ trace of 
annoyance. His tone reminded 
the knight uncomfortably of one his wife was wont to use 
when the children had been 
unduly foolish; it gave him an odd feeling that he was 
somehow being made to look 
ridiculous. Loftily he raised his eyebrows and waited for 
the newcomer to announce his 
business. 
"I am come to seek ser- vice with Bis Majesty," said the lad when it became obvious 
he had the gatekeeper's atten- tion. "I hope to compete for 
the bardship, and being not 
of noble blood, I must first give my six months." 
Sir George lowered his 
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"Advance, Silverseedl" 
he boomed, "what business do 
you have with the King's 
household?" 
Tbe stranger came slowly 
up the road until he stood in 
the shadow of the barbican. Sir George gripped his pike- 
staff in both meaty fists and set the handle against the 
stranger's chest. To his surprise and discomfiture, 
the newcomer let out a peal 
of laughter. 
"Well, my lord!" he exclaimed, "I had not thought 
His Majesty so timid that a lone traveller, bearing no 
weapon but a pocket knife, could arouse such suspicion 
in his knights! Perhaps I have a sinister look about 
me tbat I had not marked my- 
self?" 
Sir George, in an attempt 
to salvage his dignity, drew down bis brows and surveyed 
tbe stranger from head to toe. 
Sir George chuckled. Easily intimidated, apparently, and unused to the court as well, no doubt. ·He would have some sport from this. 
"Nicholas Silverseed, of 
Juniper Hill," ca.me the answer in a calm voice. 
Sir George raised his 
pikestaff threateningly. Could he force a quaver into 
that voice? 
ir George r·iaunch, gate- keeper of the royal 
guard, stifled a yawn 
egan to pick his teeth 
with his poniard. The day had been long and dull, as had each day before it for 
the past nineteen years, now 
that peace had come to South- marsb. There was nothing for the guard to do now except an 
occasional joust, and even 
those, thanks to Her Majes- ty's finicking ways, had grown few and far-between. Oh, for 
a war! 
He straightened abruptly and caught up bis pikestaff 
from the shadow of the arch- way. Someone was coming up 
the King's ~oad from Castle- town, alone and on foot. Sir 
George's hands tightened on 
the pikestaff: a spy, per- haps? A troublemaker? He smiled ruefully to himself. 
His longing for excitement was running away with him; 
this was no doubt some rela- tive of one of the servants, 
engaged in an innocent errand. He stepped out into the center 
of the causeway in front of the barbican, and attempted to look his most dignified. "Halt! Who goes there?" he cried when the stranger 
had advanced within earshot. 
The traveller stopped. 
~las, when the crock is 
opened, the birthday sneeze flies away. Disappointed but 
still determined to win the 
bardship, Nicholas sets out 
for Thornybroo.k:e Castle •••. where Clarissa frets. 
To please her mother, and her suitor from Walton 
Wold, Clarissa must give up her horseback jaunts and 
learn decorum--more madden.ing embroidery, and lute lessons 
besides. She sees a way out: Joan, her new serving~maid, 
loves needlepoint. Each day 
for an hour, they trade pla- ces. Joan does Clarissa's embroidery while the princess 
roams the grounds of Thorny- brooke as a servant. Cla- 
rissa bears the Grand Duke no dislike, and would even encourage his friendship--if 
there were no question o! 
marriage. The blackbirds are seen over Thorn Wood, nearing 
Thornybrooke Castle in an 
ominous flock. 
farming anyway. As soon as 
Nicholas gets his birthday 
sneeze from the crock, he will be off to Castletown. 
the Grand Duke of Walton Wold, and she must accept 
his courting or go to bed 
without dinner. Nicholas, his wares all sold, stops beside a brook 
for the night on his way 
home to Juniper Hill. Next 
day, his horse throws a shoe 
forcing him to stop off at Knobbles. While.there, he 
cat9hes up on the gossip. Flocks of blackbirds have 
been sighted heading north- ward--Nicholas has seen them himself. The chatter in the 
Puss and Fiddle is broken off b'Y"Su<fc!9n news that the Royal 
Bard of Southmarsh is dead. Nicholas is placed in a bind. 
He could compete for the 
position, and would gladly though it entailed six months' service with the king: Old 
t-1artin, the local Rhymer, had 
the right to represent Can- 
dlewick but didn't care to travel outside the county. 
But Nicholas' rival, Oliver Gill, would probably go. 
Long before he arrives at Juniper Hill, Nicholas has 
resolved to take service with 
the king, as he explains to his mother. She agrees; his brother Richard is better at 
Synopsis: 
Mr. Silverseed, a magic- 
ian, left his wife and eight children only a crock of 
birthday sneezes before going 
off, never more to be seen •.•• one for each child's eight- eenth birthday. His son Nicholas will be eighteen on 
the morrow. As Nicholas leaves Castletown Fair, the 
Princess Clarissa of South- marsh frets in Thornybrooke 
Castle. Her parents, King Tobias and Queen Elianora, insist she have dinner with 
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specimens of knighthood. At the foot of the steps sat a 
conglomeration of Southmarsh citizenry on wooden benches, patiently, resignedly or 
aagrily awaiting their audi- ences with King Toby. Nicho- 
las opened bis mouth to hail one of the guards when he saw 
a servant come through a door 
beside the bell tower, carry- ing a basket of something that smelled delicious, and a 
leather flask of what was probably wine·. 
"Pardon, master," said Nicholas, "do you come from 
the kitchens?" 
The servant gave him a skeptical glance. "Aye. 11 
"Can you direct me, of 
your kindness?" a.sked Nicho- las, hoping he was saying the right thing. 
Tile servant's expression mellowed a little. "Oh, aye, surely," he replied in a re- lieved tone. "I thought you 
was after the vittles here, and they for the King's guard and all, who would take it badly if their tea was to end 
up elsewhere. Take the door I come through and follow the passage to its end.11 He shuffled off. 
ges, fortunately) comb'ined 
their voices in such a clamor 
as to make· the Knobbies forge 
seem~ graveyard in compari- 
son. Fires blazing in three of the four walls sent up the 
continuous veil of smoke that had been so noticeable even 
at the entrance to the pass- age, and which here reached 
eye-watering proportions, as 
well as obscuring visibility to within a few feet. Min- gled with the smell of burning 
wood were the .succulent odors of roasting meat and baking 
pastry. 
Nicholas, flattening 
himself' against the wall by 
the doorway to avoid being jostled, abandoned all hope 
ot identifying Master Pepper- 
shins among the crush. He ·was about to approach the 
nearest scullion and request aid when a little maid ap- 
peared from an adjacent room and picked her way to the door, holding in front of her with great care an ornate silver tray on which were 
laid out the most delicious looking delicacies Nicholas had ever seen. As she drew 
level with him he tapped her shoulder lightly to get her attention, for her gaze was concentrated on the tray Nicholas hurried across with such fixity that he the courtyard, jerked open the wondered she did not tall door (which stuck) and found over her feet. She gave a himself in a dimly lit, smoky start and looked up with passage. He made his wa~ large, questioning eyes. 
past bustling serving maids "Your pardon, mis- 
and quarreling pages toward tress," said Nicholas, "can an increasing hubbub of sound you direct me ~o Master that welled up from the end ard t of the corridor. When at Feppershins, the stew o 
last he reached its source.-- this household?" 
also tile source of the smoke She slliiled and dropped 
--he stood in the doorway and her eyes shyly. "Aye master, 
stared, open-mouthed, at what he is yonder by the cooking- 
appeared to be a scene of spit. You shall know him by absolute pandemonium. his scarlet bose--he is mar- velous fond of scarlet hose," Cooks, scullery maids, she whispered with a giggle. pot-boys, lackeys, dogs, cats 
and birds (the latter in ca- CONTINUED PAGE 13 ·-y 1,-. ~,., r-, \ 
, ":: -, \:·. ~ -~: ;,;~ ·1' .~, ~ 
,· "--..,.. ~ .;, ~ .::::\_ '·- -.Ct;, . ../ >: .... ,· · . } r \'; . .: . ,,- l ,,// / , ... . . ·'-:: \ 
"-..' -' . \. ',,..... \ l . . ' ~ .. 
,, .. "·.·... ,..;~ 
pikestaff. "Very well, Sil- 
veraeed," he said gruffly, 
"enter. You'll be wanting 
to'seek out the steward. 
Master Pe pper-shans ;" 
He turned away and began 
to clean his nails with his 
poniard. 
cholas passed under the 
rest stone arch and made 
is way across the outer 
y toward the castle pro- 
per. He could see the massive 
walls curving out and away 
from each tower of the barbi- 
can, which housed the sentries, 
to meet again at the Hunting 
Gate on the edge of the Thorn 
Wood. Within their protect- 
ing arms lay some forty acres 
of field, park and pasture, 
dark-green and gray and wind- 
swept, dotted in places with 
the small puffy figures of 
grazing sheep. As he trudged 
nearer to the castle he could 
make out the glossy green of 
the laurel hedge which separ- 
ated the King's private park 
from the open pasture. Soon 
he began to pass the low 
thatched cottages of the 
castle servants, their yards 
thick with poultry, puppies 
and tangle-haired children. 
He made his way past the sta- 
bles, the force, the threshing 
barns and Granaries and slowly 
approached the inner gate, 
expecting to be challenged 
again. Apparently, however, 
bis first exacination bad been 
sufficient, for tne guard did 
not even look at him. Nicho- 
las cleared his throat. 
"Petitioners that way," 
said the sentry witn a yawn, 
gesturing vaguely behind him- 
self. Nicholas suppressed a 
desire to laugh. 
"Pardon, my lord, I am 
looking for the kitchens," be said as politely as be could. ·.rruly, the King's knights were 
a greater pack of fools than 
he bad dreamed! The powers save Soutbmarsh from a war i£ its chief defense lay in such 
a band of nitwits! 
The guard's eyelids lifted slowly, as if anchored 
by great weights. "Ah? Kit- chens? Hmmm'l Ummm?" he mum- bled, fighting another yawn. 
"Over there. • • over ••• there •• " He made a half-circle with 
his arm that might have indi- cated any of the half-dozen door~ and stairways which seemed to lead out of the castle courtyard in every direction. Having delivered this inforcation, he let his eyelids fall, overwhelmed by the crushing odds, back to their original positions. t;icbolas raised an· ironic 
eyebrow and surveyed.the court for another possible guide. 
To his left loomed the 
great hall entrance, its huge oak doors flung wide and its 
flagged steps flanked by two 
slightly more alert-looking 
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"I shan't take any," 
came a sulky voice from the 
window. Joan hesitated, and 
set down the crystal pitcher. 
"I shall starve myself!" 
burst out Clarissa, and flung 
her embroidery scissors across 
the room, careful to avoid 
aiming them either at Joan or 
at anything breakable. Muf- 
fins, delighted with the new 
flying toy, scampered over to 
investigate. 
"I sball die of malnour- 
ishment!" wailed the princess, 
and sent her earrings after 
the scissors. Joan gasped, 
and ran to pick them up, · 
grateful for an excuse to 
bend over and hide her face. 
The idea of someone with 
Clarissa's appetite trying to 
starve herself appealed dan- 
gerously to her sense of humor, 
and she realized that this was 
no time to laugh. By the time 
she stood up, once again suit- 
ably serious, Clarissa had 
returned to the windowseat and 
was glaring out the window. 
"Always the lute, the 
lute, the lute!" she fumed. 
"How I wish I could break it 
over that mincing man's head! 
'And a plink, and a plunk, 
and a one-two-three, and 
teD1Po-your-Highness-tempo'!" 
She imitated the music master 
so perfectly that Joan's 
suppressed giggles bubbled 
over. Clarissa looked at her 
in shocked displeasure, and 
tben allowed herself a wry 
saiile of acknowledgeoent at 
her own wit before returning 
to her sulks. 
"It's all very well for 
zss." she sniffed. "You can 
run about the castle and the 
bailey all day long. This is 
my one hour of liberty, and 
now even that is being stolen 
from me for the sake of thet 
wretched music-loving Duke. 
Master Pickenby is going to 
instruct me during my em- 
broidery hour now as well as 
during my music hour from now 
until my performance," she 
added bitterly. "My lady 
mother feels that my instr-r- 
r-umentation r-r-r-equiahs 
an had rushed atraigbt 
p tbs stairs atter her 
ncounter with Nicbolaa 
and had barged into th• prin- 
oeas's room, nearly dropping 
tbe teatray in ber panic as 
she blurted, 
"Oh your Grace, I'm so 
sor-" •he broke off in mid- 
sentence. For there sat 
Clarissa in the windowseat 
wearing her wine velvet go.;n, 
her ci.rclet of pearls and her 
blackest scowl. Joan's heart 
turned over. Had the Queen 
discovered their conspiracy? 
But it she had, why was no 
one else in the room? Joan 
decided to let the princess 
have the first word, and began 
silently to pour the currant 
wine. 
"Well, Silverseed. 
Ye'll take your meals in the 
servants' quarters with the 
other lads; your pay'll ba 
two shillings a month if 
ye've a home to send it to· 
otherwise ye'll be paid in' 
a lu~p at tbe end ot your 
service. Now, be off." 
"Thank you, Master 
Peppershins," said Nicholas 
wi~b another gently mocking 
smile, snd dodged his way 
back to the door. 
i!a 
aster Tu!fles proved to 
be a sensitive, quiet 
. man with long, clever 
fingers and a gentle saiile. 
For all bis sottspokenness, 
h?weve~, ~e ~ad no problems with discipline in the sta- bles, and although he had 
almost never been heard to 
raise his voice, be commanded 
a healtby respect and was 
obeyed witb alacrity. His 
talent with animals was al- 
most supernatural, and Nicho- 
las appreciated him at once 
But it was Guy, the senior· 
s~ddler's apprentice, that 
Nicholas spent most of his 
time with. Guy showed him 
about the stables, helped bim 
wangle a corner of the hay- 
l?ft in which to sleep, and 
directed him in bis work. 
Nicholas got on well with his 
fellow workers, and as be 
learned quickly he was feeling 
well at home by the end of 
his first week. Not that 
there would have been very 
much attention trained on him 
in any case, for within two 
hours of bis arrival the most 
extraordinary event had oc- 
curred at Tbornybrooke since 
the last war had ended oine- 
t~en years ago. The country- 
side as far as Castletown was 
buzzing with tne news, and 
little notice would have been 
taken of Nicholas bad he not 
done well at his work. None- 
theless, he excelled, and in 
next to no time was feeling 
as much a member of the royal 
household as its oldest re- 
t~~er, an~ was able to par- 
ticipate with relish in the 
local gossip. He soon learned 
tbe names, characteristics 
and reputations of the more 
colorful court figures; es- 
pecially the princess Cla- 
rissa, who had been so cen- 
trally involved in the 
amazing occurrence of the 
day he arrived. Nicholas 
often wondered whether the 
little maid be had met in 
the kitchen had been in the' 
princess's chambers when it 
happened--the gossip had 
not mentioned her. 
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toward the door. "Ask for 
the Ma.ster Saddler. Tu!tles: 
Master Tutflea to you. Eh 
W'fiit('fo they call you, lad?" 
"Nicholas Silveraeed, 
sir.0 
The steward cocked an 
eyebrow at him. "Woodwork? 
How do you do with leather?" 
«icholas looked dubious. 
"Fair," be ad:ni tted, "but--" 
"Ye can work in the 
stables," said the steward, 
cutting him short. "We have 
need of a good hand with the 
saddlery. You're a sharp 
lot; ye can learn fast e- 
nough." i:ie shoved Nicholas 
"I have some skill with 
woodwork," offered hicholas 
gently, to hide the mockery 
he was feeling. "Will that 
do?" 
Blackblrd Pie FROM PAGE 11 
?jicbolas grinned. "Tbey 
sball be a lantern to me, 
then." He surveyed tbe tray. 
"And what is this? Surely 
not ;your luncheon?" 
"Oh, never!" she ex- 
claimed. "This is the princess 
Clarissa's tea. And I must 
hasten with it, for she ex- . 
pects me on the stroke of 
four." 
Even as she finished 
speaking the great bell of 
Thornybrooke boomed out above 
their heads, waking echoes in 
the passageway. 
"I must fly," gasped the 
little maid. "Fare well, 
master." 
"~'are well, and tbanks," 
called Nicholas after her. 
"Mind your steps with the 
tea!" Smiling, he turned back 
to find 1"1aster Peppershins, 
and soon spied the scarlet 
hose of the steward, who was 
at the moment in the act of 
~?Xi~g the spit-boy's ears. 
~icholas threaded his way 
across tbe kitchen in a dodg- 
ing dance, and somehow found 
himself, still unscathed, at 
his goal. The steward, he 
saw, was a grey-haired, crusty 
fellow, clad rather ostenta- 
tiously in embroidered satin, 
with long, thin shanks to 
which clun~ the scarlet hose. 
ne turned irritably as Nicho- 
las approached, and surveyed 
~he lad from ankles to eye- 
orows. 
"Well?" he snapped. 
"What might~ be wanting?" 
"I wish to take service 
with tbe King, your lordship" 
answered rlicbolas. "I must ' 
give six months' serYice 
before I am--" 
. "--eligible !or the bard- sbip," the steward fir.ished 
tor him. "Another poet, eh? 
What work can you do?" 
"Anything :r,ou have 
place for, sir,' replied 
i\icholas with his most o- 
bliging smile. 
"Anything? Nothing, 
you mean--no particular 
skill." The steward snorted. 
"PoetsL" he muttered tc him- 
self. 
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afternoon, 
14 
H e came running by, that four o'clock Running before the storm, Darkness of towering thunderheads, 
And the distant flicker -of lightning Framing his head. 
Running before the storm, 
Spectral thin, 
Passing through, A str~nger 
Running through the town 
Before the storm. 
Buchenwald: a death-camp in Nazi Germany. In such camps, the equivalent of one family of six was processed for extermination every minute day and night for three years--a total of six million Jews and three million other 
"inferior race" members. The ashes from the cremating-ovens used to discolor the clouds, so skies around the smokestacks were unusually 
sooty. --The Editor 
FLIGHT FROM BUCHENWALD 
TO BE CONTINUED [(Oi)~OOTu]--~·~--- 
echoed from the courtyard 
below Clarissa's tower room, 
and the gii:J,s, who sat frozen 
in their seats, thought they could hear the whine of arrows. 
"Wbat is it?!' gasped Joan at last:- 
"It's a war!" shouted Clarissa, jump!iig up and racing 
to unlatch the window, "It's 
a:!!.!:!':• and we're in itl" 
She flung the casements wide and hung out over the 
court, shouting 1 "To arms, Knights of Southmarshl To 
armsl To battlel" 
Joan, leaning over her 
shoulder, saw a huge flock of blackbirds circling above the castle walls, squawk~ng and 
cawing, while into their midst 
flew a rain of arrows, obvious~ ly shot from below by sentries on the catwalks. The din was nearly unbearable. Suddenly, to Joan's horror, the flock turned as one and hurtled directly toward their window. She screamed and fell back- ward dragging the princess inside, and slammed the case- ments together as the birds crashed against the panes with 
sickening impact. The heavy leaded glass cracked, in places shivered, and when the 
girls cautiously raised their heads off the floor amid the 
clutter of splintered glass, they were surrounded by bat- 
tered feathery bodies and stray bits of black fluff. 
"Grumbling goblins!" whispered Clarissa. "What-- what was that about? I 
never heard of an invasion of --blackbirds!" 
Joan shook her head re- gretfully. "That blue ldrtle 
is the only other one I own," 
she said, buttering a acone, 
"and I can't give thia one to you, for everyone knowa me in 
it. If you have been taking odd looks from th• henwi!e, it 
is probably because she recog-· nized you. You really should · 
take care where you go from 
now on, and try to avoid the 
servants." 
larieaa gave a most un- 
ladylike snort. "Non- sense. The bailey 
ante could not possibly know me: they've never!.!!.!! mel I'm shut away up here 
as if I· had plague, and I daresay half the castle bas 
no idea of what I look like. No doubt they think I am hidden away because o! my ugliness, and that I have a humpback, a club toot and 
crossed-over eyesl" 
She pulled a horrible 
face and hobbled about the chamber, cackling, "Way for the ugly princess! Way for 
the crippled princes• Cla- rissa!" 
"Do stop, your Grace," said Joan, laughing, "the 
ladies will hear you. I won- der where Master Pickenby can 
have lost himself to?" she added. 
"He has fallen from the 
minstrel gallery and broken 
his neck and both legs, I hope," replied Clarissa, 
reaching for the honey pot. She was drenching her slice 
of bread when an appalling 
clamor broke forth somewhere 
outside the window. Squawks, shouts and flapping sounds 
"By the way," said Cla- rissa as they munched, "have 
you another skirt to lend me 
for when next I go out? That blue one is far too short, 
and it bangs all about my 
legs here," She tapped her 
mid-ca:rt:° "And the bodice 
is still loose. I laced it 
in as tight as it would lace, but it's still too large, 
and it flops so when I run. 
I got a very odd look indeed from the benwife last week, and I'm sure that it was that 
ridiculous dress." 
fuhthah impr-r-r-ovement. I 
really do not roll my r's 
very well,To I? R-r-r-r-r,11 
the princess tried an experi- 
!llental trill. 
Joan gave a silent sigh of relief. At least her High- 
ness was out of the sulks. 
Joan bad simply not been able 
to call Clarissa by her first name, and had reverted, to 
Clarissa's disgust, to ad- dressing her by title. 
"Are there any buns?" asked the princess casually, biting her nails and looking 
studiously out the window. Joan stifled another giggle and said, 
"Yea, indeed, Your Grace, raisin buns. Would 
you like your wine now as well?" 
· "Perhaps," said the 
princess thoughtfully, "I should eat myself to death. I imagine it must be more enjoyable than starving •••• 
Well," she sic;hed, "wine to deaden my sorrows." She struck a tragic pose and slid 
out of the windowseat. 
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